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Padmavati, I did speak to him about it,

Vasavadatta.  And what did he say 1

Padmavati. He said nothing.   He heaved a deep sigh, and became

silent.

Vasavadatta.  What did that mean, do you think 1

Padmavati.  I think the memory of the noble Vasavadatta's virtues

came over him, but out of courtesy he restrained his tears in my

presence.

Vasavadatta.  [Aside.]   How happy I should be if that were true!

\E?der the King and the Jester.]

Jester.  Aha! how pretty the garden looks with a thin sprinkling of
bandhujwa flowers, fallen while they were being gathered.   This way,
my lord.
King. Very well, my dear Yasantaka, here I come.

Once in Ujjain, when the unimpeded vision of Avanti's princess
brought me to that condition that you know of, the God of
Love let fly at me with all his five arrows. Of those I still
bear the pain in my heart, and now I am wounded again. If
Cupid has only five arrows, what is this sixth dart he has dis-
charged at me ? (1)

Jester. Where has Lady Padmavati gone? Has she gone to the
creeper-bower1? Or perhaps to the stone seat called the 'Crest of
the Hill', which is so strewn with asana* flowers that it looks as
if it were covered with a tiger's skin. Or could she have entered
the wood of the Seven-leaved Trees2 with their powerful pungent
scent1? Or perhaps she has gone into the wooden pavilion with
crowds of birds and beasts painted on the walls. [Looking up.] Oh,
look, your Highness! Do you see this line of cranes advancing steadily
along the clear autumn sky, as beautiful as the long white arms of the
adored Baladeva 1
King. Yes, comrade, I see it.

Now stretched in an even line, now wide apart; now soaring
high, now sinking low, crooked in its twists and turns, as the
group of Seven Eishis3. Bright as a serpent's belly just
slipped from its slough, like a boundary line it cuts the sky in
two. (2)

Maid. Look, princess, look at this flock of cranes advancing steadily in
line, as delicately tinted as a garland of pink water-lilies. Oh! the
King!

1  Asanct = Terminalia tomentosa M. W.          s The constellation of the Oreat Bear,

2  Saptacchada = Alstonia scholaris M. W.